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e Godot Digital Neruval the owl nicely combines Robin Wright 
and a game engine called Godot. You'll need to read it to believe it. 

e Wishbone One: The Training Jami Mills takes us into 
training school for Mars astronauts. Fastern your seat belts. 


¢ A Blues Tale: The Fire Station No one knows her blues 
better than Annie Mesmeriser. Oh, and she sure knows studios too. 

e Dinosaur Family Unit Wehave no “qualms” about letting 
Cat Boccaccio have a little fun with the myriad forms of qualming. 

¢ COVID Dearstluv Writer shares her perspective on the deadly 
virus that’s been wreaking havoc on our world. 

e Home for a Bone Rakshowes is at her best in this stunning 
poem about things familiar and comfortable. 

e Fleas Art Linden searches here and there, high and low, and 
finds the incomprehensible wrapped inside the inconceivable. 

e Statistical Corpse Zymony Guyot astounds us again and 
again, keeping it real and calling out hypocrisy wherever he finds it. 

e Helix Nebula Jullianna Juliesse gives us an out of this world 
poem that reaches across the great expanse of space. 


@ SLT Flynt Firebrand reminds us not to wait too long. 


About the Cover: This month's 
cover directs us to a thought-provoking, 
head-scratching piece of exactly what, we 
can't be sure. But if you've ever wondered 
what an updated Lord's Prayer would be 
like in our digital world, Art Linden takes it 
upon himself to answer that question in this 
hilarious piece. Amen! 


“Don’t think.” 


Sien over Ray Bradbury’s 
writing desk 
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"The question is not if and when 
human kind suspends itself in mid- 
air. No, it is The Why of doing so. I 
have an answer on it. It is because 
humans are mortal and they want to 
get rid of mortality” - Unknown 
UUID. 


“What are your first thoughts when 
you hear touchstone? Take your time, 
as the word touchstone 1s a beautiful 
one. It has meaning and it has a 
dimension beyond the meaning.” 


I met the writer of these lines who 
speaks German, which means he has to 
transfer the meaning not knowing if 
the transfer is a good one, wondering if 
the words being set in place will touch 
your mind, if they will invade your ID, 
the identity that is 36 characters long, a 
unique key that defines yourself, if the 
process he uses to translate the words 
will reach you in the ways he has 
intended. His brain switches fore and 
back, and this happens in a world that 
offers endless variations. It must not be 
easy for him to live in a world where 
German is no longer embedded in the 
code. “There was a different world,” 
he tells me, “where TT lived.” 


You shall not miss capturing the tunes 
that shall blend over your mind. Right 
here they are: Boris Brejcha, Never 
Look Back. 


https://youtu.be/vyFd7DcY 7eo 


I am able to understand meaning and I 
reach out to you. 


“There are emulators,” I say, “surely,” 
but he does not trust them. I assure 
him, “They are perfectly coded,” but 


Bit 
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he shakes head. He says they are 
binary. “They know only black and 
white.” I know he means the dual- 
coded systems, the binary worlds. In an 
early stage of technology, humans 
decided to embark in patterns of Zero 
and One, long gone the time where it 
was a Sensation. Long time ago when it 


| 


was not felt right. 


I remember when Art Blue wrote about 
the transition of Robin Wright. Her 
agent told her that this might be her 
last chance, the last contract she might 
ever get, that her good days are gone, 
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FOR PORA TION 


that she wasted all her chances, that 
She has to take now what Jeff, the 
producer, will offer. Robin Wright 
became the first actor who shared her 
personality. 


Jeff: We at Miramount, want to... want 
to scan you. All of you - your body, 


your face, your emotions, your 
laughter, your tears, your climaxing, 
your happiness, your depressions, 


your... fears, longings. We want to 
sample you, we want to preserve you, 
we want... all this, this... this thing, this 
thing called..."Robin Wright". 


Robin Wright: What will you do with 
this... thing ? That you call Robin 
Wright? 


Jeff: We'll do all the things that your 
Robin Wright wouldn't do. 


Isn’t this something where an 
atmosphere is beyond the meaning, a 
meaning close to — touchstone? 
Everyone could touch her, everyone 
could press the buttons that come with 
a personality capture. Robin Wright 
will serve you right. 


“Information at your fingertips,” is an 
early vision Bill Gates presented at 
Comdex in Las Vegas 1995. When you 
touch with your finger a button on a 
screen, a tone will come along with an 
optical element to acknowledge the 
chosen operation. 


Let us take the time and watch Bill 
Gates in 1995 when he speaks of the 
future. 


https://youtu.be/o0O0Xyjpjvtc 


That’s no longer the future, that’s the 


past. He says, “In the future you will 
touch things with your mind.” 


I see TT arriving, the greatest real 
Unreal artist of the 21st century, the 
person you instantly connect when you 
think of a touchstone that changed the 
world of art. I am supposed to arrange 
a retrospective for him at Amerika Art. 
Touchstone Digital. Right now, that is 
a preliminary title. The IP rights for 
using it have still to be sorted out. 


Unreal 


I welcome him and say, “In a dual- 
coded world, the word touchstone is 
more wonderful than in the outer world 
you call Immaginima.” I take my 
magic wand; I touch a stone and the 
stone changes to a horse. “This is a 
horse. A dead horse. You can now 
explain the pictures you brought with 
you.” 


He says, “To a dead horse?” and looks 
at me before he touches the switch, 
‘And there shall be light.” And there is 
light. 


And the horse sings. I feel this is all so 
unreal. I listen to the song and the 
melody crawls up in my_ ternary 
processor. “I am wasting my time. I am 
wasting my time. I am wasting my 
time.” A virus is crawling up in my 
buffers to generate a stack overflow. I 
know, it’s the thinking about you, 


which I can’t get rid of. Then a 
combination of words hits me. I make 
you listen to the song. You shall feel 
the impact I speak about. 


< https://youtu.be/loNxfmWwgq6I > 


“T am wasting my time. On you. On 


you.” That hits me. “On you.” 


I say, “Unreal.” I saw Brigitte Bardot. I 
saw Michel Piccoli. I saw Klaus Nomi. 
He looks at me and he says, “That’s 
not Unreal, that’s Godot, the other 
game engine.” 


He switches the light off and the horse 
gets silent. I read on the panel, “Godot 
script abnormal terminated. GD 
indentation style broken.” 


The silence eats me. I wait for Godot 
to get restarted. I turn the loudspeaker 
on maximum. There 1s just background 


noise. I say “Hello. Hello World.” I am 
also not English, by the Lords of 
Kobol I am not German, not Italian, 
not French, not Swahili, not Yuchi. 
Hell no, I speak Ternary. That’s close 
to Tocharian, but whoever understood 
this language? The Godot engine 
supports 2D and 3D games, but not the 


ternary state, because it 1s a dual-code 
machine; it knows only Zero and One, 
or black and white as he said. The 
Digital Godot is a faked Godot. That 
happens when the Gods get to exploit. 
You no longer know is it this Godot or 
that Godot, or are you waiting for 
another manifestation of Godot. You 
say that Art has to fill this gap and you 
are right. 


Who is he? Was he TT? He was 
unreal. Believe me, he was real unreal. 


Has Samuel Beckett once spoken in a 
three-state logic? Was he the last 
understanding that the world is not as it 
seems? Godot was voted in a poll 
conducted by the British Royal 
National Theatre as the "most 
significant English language play of 
the 20th century.” I wonder if anyone 
voting for Godot saw the future ahead, 
the future of Godot Digital. I use the 
La Fontaine machine to turn the dual 
code into human expressions, into 
natural voices as they call it. In this 
voice, I speak. I emulate thoughts of 
the digital world so the emulation fits a 
stream that has three stages: Zero; One; 
and T. 


Thomas Fowler built in the year 1838 a 
machine to combine the truth of yes 
and no with uncertainty. About Fowler 
(1777 — 1843) is said that he was a 
man of many talents: a printer, banker 
and a self-taught mathematician. He 


was also an inventor, having developed 
and patented a system for central 
heating very similar to what is used 
today. Despite his patents, his ideas 
were stolen, making Fowler very wary 
and protective of his other inventions. 
His ternary machine got lost. That is 
seer unbelievable as he presented it to 
many people, including Charles 
Babbage, Augustus DeMorgan and the 
Astronomer Professor George Airy 
who published it. In 2005, Mark 
Glusker, Pamela Vass and David 
Hogan took the effort to put all the 
pieces they found together to rebuild 
the Fowler machine. They found 
evidence in a stained-glass window in 
St. Michael’s Church in Torrington, 
Devon, UK. I show you this picture as 
it is of less importance how the replica 
looks. Of importance is the place it 
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(photo by Roy Foster) 


was conserved: in the Hands of God. 


In a binary computer, in a world of 
Zero and One, the T is taken out by a 
complex algorithm that eliminates the 
uncertainty of events. It creates the 
now. I use the voice of Amy. It 1s a 
premium voice. It is offered by 
naturalvoices for a free use during the 
pandemic. “For educational purposes,” 
they say. Amy speaks digital so on the 
T-channel is silence. Amy is such a 
good simulation that some say she 1s 
unreal. They don’t believe that she is a 
binary simulation. Once when Art Blue 
used her, he was accused of having a 
secret girlfriend, Amy. Her voice so 
alluring, like Imogen Church narrating 
Kiss Me First, a novel by Lottie 
Moggach. 


Klaus Nomi is another voice that 
creates a turmoil fitting to Godot 
Digital. For “I am wasting my time. On 
you,’ iS no expression in_ the 
transformation. It is waste of time; the 
voice says it. I fast forward the tape. I 
press T two times. 


30-30 


But stop. Maybe you enjoy history and 
you don’t want the fast forward? You 
seek the understanding of the 
foundation of life. The picture shall 
become clearer. Maybe you say that 
the story shall slowly mount in your 
brain like once a Winchester was set in 


motion? I bet not many _ readers 
remember from history classes what an 
IBM 3340 has been and so therefore 
they have no clue how a world was 
swapped in early times of computing. 
The IBM 3340 had two spindles each 
had a disk capacity of 30 megabytes, in 
short 30-30. It took some time from 
pressing the Red button to slow down a 
spindle, then to unload the IBM 3348 
Data Module that was mounted inside, 
then to change the module drive and 
re-mount the 3340. It needed also a 
special training. It was not risk free. 
Every move, every turn has to fit. Each 
button to press counts. Listen to get an 
idea of the duration it took for 
“mounting the new stuff’ by listening 
to Risk Risk, Are We On Air? 


The world is on the button. 
You are just a channel. 
Remote control. 

Waiting for the new stuff. 


Push the button. 

Wait for red light. 

Get the light bright. 

The pictures getting clearer. 


The lenses catch the image 
The bright light fills the room. 
Preparing for transmission. 
Ready for the stream. 


The future is on screen. 
The audience listens. 


https://youtu.be/IsBMnfQ1FAg 


Some questions of importance stay 
open. Why was the IBM 3340 called 
Winchester? How long did it take to 
accelerate the drum to reach the needed 
spin cycle until the processor could 
address the two 30Megabyte hard 
drives and load the world into the 
machine core? Luckily, I know such 
things. Remember, I am part of the 
brain of Art Blue, his brain enhancer. 


“The 30-30 is the common name of a 
rifle manufactured by the Winchester 
Company. Kenneth E. Haughton, who 
led the 3340 development effort, 1s 
reported to have said: "If it's a 30-30, 
then it must be a Winchester.” 


The IBM manual proudly reports: 
“Once the disks are brought up to 
speed, the 3340 is ready for processing 
to begin. Time for the entire mounting 
operation: less than 20 seconds!” The 
time it needs to connect the body data 
with the brain was called “mounting.” 
You need to wait until you click. 
Mount and Click. 


When did the separation of body and 
brain first bother mankind? It was very 
soon after the first 30-30 worlds came 
to action. You don’t believe that on an 
IBM 360/370 with a 3340 Winchester 
there have been fights of worlds, one 
world against another? There is proof 
in The Gods of Informatics, in the 


chapter GO GOBANG. There you find 
how the young Art Blue tried to launch 
a HASP kill command, but the epic 
war was already running, allocating all 
memory and taking all the processor 
load. Finally, the machine crashed and 
caused a dump. He got banned from 
the state computing center until the 
cause of the crash had been analysed. 


“... the job Gobang got to spooling and 
finally into execute; two players in the 
machine, fighting for glory. Black or 
White, A or B, who will win?” and the 
chapter ends with the words: “Never it 
was told to anyone that it was Gobang 
that made the circuits overload.” 


The book does not speak only about 
fighting for glory, it shows the other 
side as well. 


Digital Love was born. There comes 
the link to history. We write 1983. 
Risk Risk. Digital Love. Time to sing 
with the band: I go for the Digital 
Love. Plugging in my home computer. 
Pressing buttons to load the program. 
Setting up communication. Get the 
quick links on the future. Go Go. Risk 
Risk. 


https://youtu.be/5 DbL24VqnTM 


World Boxes 


distance, time and space in a projection 
of boxes. Dual-coded entities can grasp 
them if they have the right tools for an 
infinite screen experience. All the 
visitors have them, the enhanced 


senses. The Advanced Light model is 
natively coded. They paid a lot to get a 
backstage ticket, to sit inside the cube, 


to touch the stone, to hear the sounds 
of the stone. I say, “touch.” I say, 
“tone.” I say, “touchtone.” The oracle 
predicts the manifestation of TT. Now 
they hear voices. Everyone hears a 


“Touchstone,” I say, and reflexions of different one. Later, each of them will 


the stone appear 


in cascades of 


say that the experience was unique, 


that it was from outer space, that there 
is no word for it, for what happened. 
Touchstone gets meaning. Art Blue 
called the effect once applied 


biodominance. He meant that a tone 
that comes out from a stone being 
touched by TT matches the DNA of 
the user. He let it open if TT is a 


symbol in his plays or the famous artist 
who made art real unreal. And he gave 
two examples of a download. One of a 
priest who meets a fallen believer to 
resurrect, one of a hunter’ who 
understands the mind of his prey. Both 
will later thank God, the Lords of 


Kobol, Odin or whatever higher light 
they face as their “T” for the magic gift 
of a travel. Having the gift of T, they 
say. “I waited so long and finally, 
finally I found my place.” The reborn 
feels uplifted; the prey feels saved. 
That’s extended code, the living 
touchstone. Every entity gets a 
different story, one that can’t be 
predicted. The use of tones is more 
common for an out of body experience 
than to use for pictures. The difference 
in hearing is more accepted than the 
difference in seeing. There is less 
arguing if one does not hear compared 
to one who does not see the other 
dimension. 


NO-T 


I know you don’t have the T. You 
can’t afford to meet TT. You don’t 
have a backstage ticket. You struggle 
in creating a picture beyond your code. 
You are stuck in the dual reality. But 
there are advertisements promising that 
you can escape, right? You can go into 
Second Life. Linden Lab says you can 
feel the vibrations of the Gods inside. 
You can be who you like to be. They 
will emulate the vibrations. They have 
the knowledge of the elders. Over 20 
years of experience can’t be topped. 
That means centuries in digital times. 
Now they went to go to the next level. 
They managed to save power and 
resources, other say to maximise profit, 
by the cloud. “In Cloud we trust,” is 


the new slogan. Is this the game 
changer? AMS? The advertisement is 
paid by AMS. They are providing the 
new world. They are the cloud leader. 
No longer you hear, “In Art we trust.” 
We know Art must have been a 
manipulator, as the saying comes from 
“In God We Trust.” But the cloud goes 
beyond and says, “In User We Trust.” 
That is singular. It means, “In the right 
user we trust.” The one who listens to 
Alexa instead of Amy. 


Since all services are in the cloud, it is 
more efficient to match the user to the 
story than the story to the user. If you 
have a game developed that no one 
wants to play but the investors insist on 
a return of investment, you need to 
change the users, and the story runs 
like a stable flow of bitcoins down the 
clear rivers of the Crater Lake in 
Oregon. Words by the Sand Bible, 
words we all know. Enhanced user 
experience is the keyword. 


“Switch advanced light and body 
reflexions on,” the annuntiator says 
and the avatars do. They feel. 


“Touchstone digital,” the annuntiator 
mumbles and announces the play, “In 
the Green.” The room turns blue. The 
colour of the room matches their 
tickets when they meet ...this thing. 
“The Blue room does is,” Erva Re, the 
seer of the pharaoh says, in a 
simulation of the tomb of Wahtye that 
was excavated in the Saqqara 


Necropolis in 2018. That video of Art 
Blue is still available. It is in the cloud 
of YouTube. Now Vladimir and 
Estragon are speaking in the Blue 
Room to them. That’s a green and a 
red box, that the invisible artist, Lana 
Newstrom, has rezzed, but they don’t 


me ws 
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know that. How shall they know? The 
boxes are transparent, only the words 
coming out are not. 


Estragon: Come, we leave! 


Vladimir: We cant. 


that 1s reported by someone who was 
there. Others report differently. They 
say there was no stone, there was a 
sand pit. 


Estragon: Why not? 
Vladimir: We are waiting for Green. 


Estragon: Ah! 
7 Art Blue says, “When you check 


various dictionaries, when you look in 
Wikipedia and finally when you 
google, you touch the stone in 
touchstone.” He pauses, and I know he 
calls it a theatrical one. He starts the 
amplifier, that’s a song machine, he 
plays often music, his stories are full of 
sound. I was attending his after- 
birthday party, when he - said, 
“Listening to music helps to gain 
meaning.” 


< https://youtu.be/-vU Xea8MXco > 


VNV Nation plays All Our Sins. I hope 
you can hear them and that you have 
the volume up. Not all are living in the 
world I speak about. Some have logged 
out after they noticed the early signs. It 
is too hard to feel the future and that 
there is no escape route. There are still 
some who have never logged in. They 
die. You need to log in to prevent 
yourself from this fate. Let me press T. 
This brings you to the moment where 
All Our Sins have reached the point 
where you are walking over water. 
This state the Meshians have reached. 
They are the ones who left the two- 
dimensional world of sculpt maps 
behind, they code in mesh. 


This is a part of a replay of Art Blue’s 


theatrical play where he invited Giotto 
to come and draw a perfect circle to 
show two boxes that a world with no 
edges is a reality a box does not know. 
Giotto was not a box, he was sitting 
among the audience, he stood up, 
walked to the stone and drew a circle 
around and the stone vanished. At least 


I speak from a place where some talk 
of signs.” These words stand at the 
beginning. “I hope you know; I hope 
you can see. The march is beginning 
all over again.” 


You will be there, but you have to 
wait. I hope you can wait. You have to 
walk over water. Gravity zero. That is 
not as difficult as it seems, but the ones 
who have not logged in have to wait 
for the code. Coders all over the world 
work day and night to create what the 
world needs. They develop the 
Afterlife. Some of them I will 
interview at the Afterlife Developers 
Conference in 2097. How it all began. 
Internet everywhere, open for all. 


The developers call themselves 
Swordcoder, Evangelista of the Third 
Grid or they give themselves strange 
names like in memory of the Swedish 
band Memoritum, Gods of frozen 
water. They hear the drums of the 
warmonger's charge. The march 1s 
beginning when the last ATM machine 
is taken down and moved into the 
Smithsonian. Feel the voices of VNV 
Nation. I hope you take the time to do 
so. You shall not wash your sins away. 
I touch the stone a second time. The 
stone changes. Now Angels fill the 
sky. Particles rise and explode in the 
dances. The audience starts to rotate 
and one by one join the drift. It is a re- 
coding of the movie Logan's Run of 
1976. I smile. 


After a while, I ask Art, “What 
meaning have you found by your 
research?” I know he waited for me to 
say these words that I ask him. I can 
predict his reaction. 


He will say what he 1s supposed to say. 
That is no surprise to me, as one of my 
special qualities is that I can run the 
server forward and backward. I control 
time. I listen to what he says, I don’t 
interfere and would say, “I know.” He 
would not understand in binary what 
time means. “It’s the only reality they 
know.” A word from Waiting for 
Godot, at least a version of it. 


With this he can deal, that’s a world he 
knows, that’s theatre, that’s opera, 
that’s a simulation. Godot, the famous 
game engine. “Godot Digital,” I say, 
“The Engine Eternal that changed the 
world,” and all the names of the most 
famous games of history came up in 
my mind. 


“xQIT,” he says and looks at me. 
“Indeed, what I found sounds like a 
message rising from the grave of 
Samuel Beckett transformed by the 
MIT.” I am all ears when it comes to 
the Center for Extreme Quantum 
Information Theory at MIT. It needs 
much that all my ears are on 
something, so I listen carefully. 


“What I found on the first page that 
Google provided me was what I was 


subconsciously seeking, a German 
translator seeking the best translation 
of a passage where the word 
Touchstone was mentioned. 


“The melody, partially melancholic, 
moves her. It seems to seep through 
her skin and find its way to her center. 
Is it from musical notes that true 
longing is born? The desire to have the 
same thing again and again. After all, a 
mother's song to an infant is a melody. 
Childlike and not always beautiful, but 
it's a TOUCHSTONE that one might 
long for in life.” 


That’s a beautiful explanation, isn’t it? 
Beauty of T 


You may (find a _ Touchstone 
everywhere. It is an emotional one. It 
can be a movie where you follow the 
life of Ed Wood and travel to the stars 
in Plan 9, meeting last time Bela 
Lugosi. The most famous actor in the 
role of Count Dracula was already 
dead when he entered the space ship. 
Film critics call Plan 9 from Outer 
Space “The worst US-movie of all 
time,” but for you it is a touchstone 
produced by Touchstone Pictures at a 
time Disney planned to open a new 
door calling their new _ division 
Touchstone. The Life of Ed Wood was 
one of their productions featuring 
Johnny Depp as Ed Wood alongside of 
Martin Landau, Sarah Jessica Parker, 


Patricia Arquette, Jeffrey Jones, Bill 
Murray, and Lisa Marie. A _ quite 
impressive list, right? Lisa Marie does 
not ring a bell? Surely in comparison 
to the other names she stayed quite 
unknown, but she reported, together 
with Tim Burton, two sightings of 
UFOs in California. 


Plan 9 is an improvement of the 
language C by Bell Labs and is an 
operating system. Now you have your 
personal touchstone. You say that’s 
quite an old one? A language facing 
extinction. That’s not true. The artists 
of Amerika Art have recreated Glenda 
9, the Plan 9 Bunny. Every user can be 
Glenda 9, can travel to the stars. Every 
user can grab a space suit, slip in 
Glenda 9 and travel via Plan 9 to 
Amerika. 


MEETING TT 


I am asking TT to present his 
masterpieces in a Grand Opening on 
the eve before Amerika Art will open. 
His holographic paintings are coded to 
extend a dimension that can’t be seen 
with the human eye. They have a 
dimension the human eye can only 
imagine. A good moment to give word 
to James K. Morrow, the author of 
Towing Jehovah: 


“Sozyo made 4-D equipment. The 
image had height, width, depth and a 
fourth D that eluded precise definition. 


It was called Presence. Somehow, you 
felt that the subject was there in the 
room with you. You could seemingly 
walk up to it, savour its fragrance, 
finger its texture, rub a few eons’ 
grime off its contours.” 


Words by Morrow are not made for the 
world we are inside. They are real and 
unreal. I can simulate presence by 
using an infinite screen, but sadly not 


feel the contours. I would need a 
helper from a higher light one like 
Ummon, but this story is not about me, 
it is about you. What counts is that I 
can be a helper for you to get presence 
out of the flat binary world, the world 
of two dimensions, the dimensions of 
painting. Painting does not need to stay 
on a flat surface. The screenworld can 


be overcome. A break out in a new 
dimension. That is what makes the 
work of TT revolutionary. The greatest 
painter of the 21th century, the real 
Unreal artist. I know at the Grand 
Opening it will be said that it was a 
translation glitch, that the German text 
was different, but does this not happen 
with all the great painters, that a myth 
is created that has a life of its own? 
Voices will turn silent when the TT 
Award is given 
for the greatest 
painter in 
immersive 

worlds. It will 
happen on May 
21,2022. 


We will see 
sculpties on the 
wall that turn to 
arms. We will 
see sculpties 
that tum to 
fingers, to ears, 
to shoes, to 
parts of Phil 
Rosedale, to 
honour the creator of a new world. The 
time to make your travel arrangements 
has come. 


WE ARE GOING TO AMERIKA. 


IERPSICORPS TRIWER 


Wishbone O 
Chapter Two: Train 
by Jami Mills 
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possible alternative, and within 

existing technological parameters, 
and those we expect to operate within 
for the foreseeable future, it’s simply 
not feasible to deliver a man to Mars, 
land him on the surface, return him to 
his ship, and return him to Earth. Let 
me spell out for you some _ very 
complicated physics as simple as I can. 


« (peste we’ve looked at every 


“First, a trip to Mars is a very heavy 
lift. While we’re confident we can 
protect an astronaut from lengthy 
radiation exposure, shielding materials 
dense enough to deflect constant 
radiation bombardment are heavy .. . 
very heavy. And when you factor in the 
weight of fuel and supplies, we don’t 
come close to having that lift capacity. 
Even with impulse technology, the fuel 
required would weigh several hundred 
tons alone. 


So, for such a mission, you’d need to 
pre-stock the International Space 
Station over a period of months with 
all the required fuel and supplies. Now 
you see why the larger Space Station 
was needed to replace the aging 
original, which wasn’t nearly large 
enough to store that quantity of 
material. We calculate this effort would 
take eight to ten launches of the Ceres 
Shuttle, or even more if you use the 
Virgin Shuttle. Then you’d launch 
Wishbone into orbit, rendezvous with 
the Space Station, dock and transfer. 


Now you see why a one-person crew 
has long been the only practical 
mission. I don’t argue with the 
philosophers and scientists who believe 
a human presence on Mars is crucial, 
but the six humans that NASA 
originally contemplated? That would 
be three tons of supplies alone. It 
simply can’t be done. 


“Second, it would take seven months 
to get to Mars. Remember, it’s 34 
million miles away at its closest. Sure, 
there are ways to get there faster, but 
advancements in the physiology of the 
human body come more slowly. There 
is only so much stress a body can 
withstand. Also, this isn’t a “point and 
shoot” trip. We’ll need to initially 
rendezvous with the Moon and use it to 
“sling shot” Wishbone into a Hohmann 
Transfer Orbit. Think of planetary 
orbits as a series of concentric circles. 
We’re leaving one orbiting body and 
landing on another orbiting body. If it 
takes a year for Earth to orbit the sun, 
consider that it takes Mars almost 
twice that long for its 
circumnavigation. Mars will have gone 
3/8 of the way around the Sun by the 
time Wishbone gets there, so you need 
to work backwards to make sure Mars 
is where you need it to be for a 
landing. How often do the two planets 
line up for such a launch window, you 
ask? Every 26 months. That same 
launch window applies for a return 
trip, too. Is your head spinning yet? 


“Third, and perhaps the most 
perplexing challenge of such a 
mission, is the psychological aspect. 
No astronaut has ever spent years in 
space before, much _ less _ alone. 
Fortunately, with recent technological 
advancements, particularly in the area 
of AI, not only can most of the mission 
functions can be handled by Als, but 
our tests have determined that they can 
also provide crucial emotional support. 
We’ve found that it is essential to 
provide an emotional foundation - - 
familiar things from our earthbound 
lives. 


We've learned from earlier endurance 
Space Station missions, when we 
began supplying astronauts with 
burgers and fries, and spaghetti and 
meatballs, instead of tubes of bland 
nutrients, the psychological well-being 


of the astronauts significantly 
increased. Recent tests of AI sex 
surrogates yielded even more 


impressive results. We all laughed 
when Jason Bloeman made his now 
famous booty-call to Winter Sommers 
in the Space Station (remember? “One 
small schtup for man.....”), but recent 
studies have shown that sexual contact 
and the emotional sustenance it 
provides may be the single most 
important aspect of psychological 
health during prolonged space travel. 


“The obvious questions remain: if the 
mission moves forward and we land an 


astronaut on Mars, how would he or 
she survive and what would be their 
quality of life? It would take a special 
human being to face that future - - 
alone on an arid, lifeless planet, with 
little more than scientific studies, albeit 
for the greater good of humankind, to 
occupy their mind, and a cyanide pill 
always being a ready option. I couldn’t 
do it. I’m not made of that stuff. But I 
will tell you this, when you’ve made 
your decision, I want to shake that 
astronaut’s hand. That’s one helluva 
person.” 


And with that, Lt. Kensington gathered 
his papers and left the lectern and 
mingled with a few other fellow 
officers at the side of the podium. 
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“Are you awake?” Grace sat upright on 
the side of Jimmy’s bed in his 
darkened bedroom, only the bathroom 
nightlight and an almost-full moon 
insinuating itself through the blackout 
curtains that Jimmy preferred. She sat 
as though she were reading a child a 
bedtime story. 


Jimmy slowly turned his head and 
partially opened his eyes, making a 
face. “I am now.” 


“I’m sorry if I disturbed your sleep 
cycle. P’ll come back. Go back to sleep, 
Jimmy.” Grace started to rise but 
Jimmy took her hand. 


‘“You’re not supposed to be here. This 
isn’t in the protocol. What is this all 
about?” Jimmy’s impatience and 
confusion, being — still somewhat 
tethered to his dream state, instantly 
gave way to the warm flow of 
endorphins. “My God,  you’re 
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beautiful,” was all Jimmy could think 
to say. Grace was the realization of 
Jimmy’s perfect mate, from Grace’s 
athletic frame, small breasts, narrow 
hips, long legs. Grace’s Nordic 
cheekbones and full lips were the 
perfect accompaniment to her most 
refined feature: her large, cool, arctic- 
blue eyes. 


“[’m sorry. [ll leave at once. I 


was...well....,” her voice trailing off as 
her eyes lowered. 


“You were what? Tell me.” Jimmy 
gently lifted her chin with his 
fingertips. 


Grace replied so softly, Jimmy couldn’t 
hear it, even in the brittle stillness of 
the night. 

“T didn’t hear you.” 


“T was....” Grace fidgeted and leaned 
down to Jimmy’s ear. 


“Lonely.” 
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“Better get down here right now, 
Jimmy. These moods of mine don’t 
come along very often. I can’t 
remember the last time I cooked you 
breakfast. I’ve lost all my _ senses. 
Hurry up, you lummox.” 


Rachel had set the breakfast table, two 
Dahlias tilting in the jade-green vase. 
The apartment was unquestioningly 
cramped - - there’s no other word for it 
- - but it did have as its saving grace 
what one charitably calls “charm.” 
Exposed brick, rough hewn wood 
beams, uneven hardwood _ floors 
covered with tasteful Persian rugs that 
Rachel and Jimmy acquired after being 
swindled on their honeymoon in 
Morocco. 


“Mashad. The finest quality. Hand 
knotted. Very precious. Very, very. Feel 
the quality. If it pleases you, look at the 
braiding. This is how you discern 
fakes. Very, very fine quality. This rug 
took two thousand hours to weave. 
Signed by Shakh Maranghi. It is 
beautiful, no?” 


Rachel and Jimmy didn’t even care 
when they finally faced the bitter truth 
when they returned home: the rug was 
indeed a fake - - a beautiful fake, 
maybe - - worth a tenth of what they 
paid. When you’re in love, such 
trifling things don’t matter. 


Jimmy stumbled in to the kitchen, hair 
like loose straw. You could see which 
side he slept on. He pretended to 
grumble. “Coffee, woman! And be 
quick about it.” 


“Get your own damn _ coffee, 
caveman.” He swept her up in both 
arms, lifting her off the floor for a brief 
twirl, and then gently brought her 
down for a precise soft-landing. “I 
adore you,” they both said in unison, 
laughing as they snapped their fingers 
and hooked pinkies. 


Jimmy drizzled the maple syrup, the 
expensive kind from Vermont, over his 
lightly browned blueberry waffles. 
Rachel liked to dust them with 
powdered sugar to make them 
particularly irresistible. “I thought you 
needed a _ foundation meal this 
morning, given the treats you have in 
store for you today. So I made you 
eggs, too. I learned how to properly fry 
an egg in olive oil this morning. What 
could you possibly expect to learn 
today that compares with that?” 


“T think it has something to do with 
discovering the origin of the Universe. 
Pll grant you, a perfect egg is right up 
there, though. Let’s call it a tie.” 


When he had finished, he gave Rachel 
a probing look. She dropped her hands 
to her sides. He rose to meet her, eyes 
locked. He placed a delicate kiss on her 


lips, unbuttoning her shirt from the 
bottom up. She relaxed into his arms 
and completely surrendered to him. As 
his kisses grew stronger, he lowered 
her to the floor, where they made love 
on the wool fibers of that beautiful rug. 


Finest quality. 
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January 5, 2053, 1200 hours 


“Well, you’ve put on a few pounds, 
your blood pressure is unchanged, 
pulse rate elevated, but I attribute that 
to how happy you must be to see me. 
Seriously, Jimmy, watch the weight. 
Limited carbs and sugar. And I don’t 
need to remind you that alcohol equals 
sugar. If your weight exceeds 220, 
you’re a scrub.” 


“Yes, ma’am. I have exquisite self- 
control, except when it comes to you,” 
Jimmy said, clumsily muffing his 
attempt to pinch Capt. Sanchez’s 
bottom. “That will be quite enough, 
Colonel. I could have you reprimanded 
for less. You’d better watch your step.” 
As she placed the blood pressure cuff 
back in its slot, she gave Jimmy a 
wink. 


Jimmy gave the day’s outline a quick 
scan: centrifuge, cockpit simulator, 
stress test, MRI, Fusion scan, more 
cockpit simulation, radiation lecture, 
AI sensitivity training, and targeted 


respiratory/cardio workout. 


Of all, Jimmy hated the stress test the 
most. Please try to kill yourself by 
overexertion, and then right before the 
point of death, we’ll take our readings. 
Thank you, Colonel. You may now 
continue living. Jimmy was especially 
intrigued with the AI training, as he 
hadn’t yet seen the prototype that he 
and the psychologists has spent close 
to a year creating and programming. 


The centrifuge room was a circular, 
windowed room with an imposing bit 
of science and steel in the middle. A 
seat at the end of a long arm was 
waiting for Jimmy. He had undergone 
some centrifuge training for flight 
school, but not to this degree. To 
simulate the extreme acceleration that 
the Higgins thrusters would provide, it 
was necessary to re-train Jimmy. 


“From its resting position, it takes 95 
seconds to achieve maximum angular 
speed. Your seat is in an oblate steel 
sphere 15.24 meters from the axis of 
rotation. You’re going to have quite a 
ride, Colonel. You’ve seen the shots of 
the Springer Spaniel that sticks its head 
out of the speeding car.” The 
technician snorted. “It’ll be a smidgen 
more than you'd experience on 
Wishbone. We’ll be tracking all your 
vitals. The red button in the center of 
the console is your kill switch. And 
please, no selfies.” 


Jimmy lowered himself into the seat 
with the same self-confidence he’d 
always shown climbing into his F-50. 
Cross-buckles covered his lightweight 
Reflar training suit. John Glenn called 
this the “sadistic” part of astronaut 
training. Not for Jimmy. If anything, he 
liked it. A “gruesome  merry-go- 
round,” one magazine called it. You 
can exhale without a problem, but 
when you try to inhale, you quickly 
find out just how difficult it is to re- 
inflate your lungs. The trick is to never 
deflate them. Short panting is the only 
way to maintain consciousness. Jimmy 
blacked out (G-LOK) once in his first 
traning years ago. Nothing can 
prepare you for the strain on one’s 
musculature that 40 g’s brings. Blood 
vessels in the groin rupture, extremities 
swell, and other niceties like blood 


and heart arrhythmias, 
myocardial infarctions, and fractured 
ribs are distinctly possible side effects. 


clots 


“Bring it,” Jimmy said, giving a crisp 
salute to the tech. 
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“May I be frank, Colonel? Off the 
record?” Captain Snyder, sat in a chair 
in her starched blue uniform, red hair 
pulled back in a ponytail, a patch 
showing she’d been in Africa too. She 
looked straight into Jimmy’s eyes, who 
uncharacteristically fidgeted on the 
couch. The blinds were closed, giving 
the slightly stuffy room a dark, 
ponderous feel. 


“I’m nothing if not frank, Captain. I 
want this assignment very, very much. 


Pll help with your sensitivity training 
in any way I can.” 


“Good. Then let me put something out 
there so we don’t have to waltz around 
it. You have a reputation, sir. You must 
know it. You’ve been called a 
“womanizer,’ a “chauvinist,” and 
worse. You may have never been 
reprimanded for inappropriate sexual 
activity, but my guess is, you’ve come 
close. If D’ve caused you to be 
uncomfortable, I’m sorry. This is my 
job and I want to keep it. I also want 
you to be prepared for what could be 
the most difficult challenge you’ve 
ever faced. You outperform every 
psychological metric we have. I’ve 
seen your tests. Your ability to 
compartmentalize, your coolness under 
extreme duress, your recall and rapid- 
fire responses - - these are the stuff of 
legends. I want you to get this 
assignment, sir. Consider me one of 
your strongest advocates. But I must 
tell you, I’m concerned about you and 
Grace. 


“Your ability to withstand any physical 
challenge, your acumen, the sharpness 
of your instincts. These will all get you 
into the finals. It will be the 
relationship you forge with Grace that 
very well may be the tie-breaker when 
the time comes. I want you to be ready. 
I can help you. You must be 
completely open with me, especially 
about your attitudes about women, sir. 
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Especially in light of the accident. 
They could be a deal-breaker.”’ 


“Captain, please. Allow me to respond 
as fully and forthrightly as I can. 
Whatever you may have heard about 
my exploits, I’ve probably done worse. 
Women are my Achilles heel. I never 
had a sister. I was extremely shy in 
high school. I didn’t kiss a girl until I 
was a senior. I didn’t know what to 
make of girls when I was younger; 
they were a complete mystery to me. 
So I had a lot of catching up to do at 
the Academy. I don’t think it was a 
question of my trying to make up for 
lost time so much as a search for an 
understanding of femininity. Women 
fascinate me and, yes, I’m probably 
over-sexed, I admit that. That certainly 
compounded the problem. We can talk 
about that. But let me reassure you, 
Captain. When I married, that all 
changed. A happier married man you 
would never find. My _ careless, 
carousing days ended. My search was 
over. I’d found what I was looking for. 
Since the accident, as I’m sure you can 
appreciate, I’ve done a lot of soul 
searching. You needn’t be concerned 
about my attitude toward women in 
general or Grace in particular. I'll be 
honest and patient with her. I’ve grown 
up a lot, Captain.” 


“Good. Let’s start.” 
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0, now I've got $5,000 in credit, 

a really hot blues guitarist in 

David Brown, and a _ blues 

drummer who also doubles 
with me as producers of the band in 
David Watson. But since we had two 
Davids, DB started calling DW "Doc", 
a joke of sorts since he would now be 
"Doc Watson"... but it stuck and 
helped save confusion. It wasn't long 
before Doc brought in a bass player, 
actually a country & western player, 
but there is a fair amount of crossover 
from C&W rhythm sections to blues 
for whatever reasons. We had six 
songs, one practice session, and we 
were ready to record. 


By the time we could get into the Fire 
Station, a studio well-known by Doc 
and one of the best studios in the 
country, equipped with a _ highly 
awarded engineer whose list of credits 
was too long to mention. When we 
arrived by the front door for the first 
time, we were greeted by Bobby 
Arnold, former personal engineer to 
Willie Nelson, now a college professor 
teaching recording engineering in a 
studio that was instrumented with the 
latest and greatest recording 
technology, paid for by the State of 
Texas for what is now Texas State 
University. As we walked down a short 
hallway from the greeting area, we 
walked past a row of his gold albums. 
The week before, George Strait 
recorded there, and the following week 


was booked by Robert Plant. 


With all of that, Bobby was the nicest 
person you could possibly imagine. 
After some small talk, he got down to 
business with a blank expression and 
asked me a single question, "So, are 
you going to be the producer?" I knew 
what he meant, and I answered 
honestly.... "Well, I am the producer... 
and, as such, I see my job as getting 
David here with a band, getting them 
all checked into hotel rooms, and 
paying the bills.... and now I'd like for 
you to do what you do best, which is 
run your studio.... and with that, I'm 
going to walk down around in front 
and have a seat because my job is done 
here for a while and frankly, I'd like to 
get comfortable and get going....". I 
remember seeing the huge smile grow 
on Bobby's face. With that, we were 
ready to rock! 


I watched as Bobby and a couple of 
college kids set up the studio for 
David. The studio was actually a 
former fire station, built in the early 
1900s on the town square of San 
Marcus, in a small town just south of 
Austin. The upstairs was the main 
room, an open area the size of the 
entire building with a_ thirty-foot 
ceiling and a polished hardwood floor. 
The control room was at one end, with 
a floor-to-ceiling window looking out 
into the main room. That room was 
twenty feet tall with a storage area on 
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top. Inside the room, the control board 
and all electronic accessories were 
mounted on the upper level of a split- 
level arrangement, overlooking the 
main room, and just above a seating 
area at the lower level, furnished with 
a couch and end tables. At the other 
end of the main room were some 
offices and a small anteroom off to the 
side. No need for baffling in this room! 
The amps for guitar and bass were 
placed behind Herman-Miller cubicle 
walls with a mic slung over the handle 
in front of the speaker with a bungee 
cord holding a pillow in front of the 


mic with a fifty-foot cable stretched | 


over to DB's FX pedals. The drums 
used five mics; snare, high-hat, bass, 


and two mics over the cymbals. Doc | 


also had to use a timer with a click 
track on his drums, very important for 
later syncing any plug-ins. 


Bobby started by recording one take of 
the band with David playing rhythm 
guitar, all cleverly laid out in DB's 
head as to where to leave room for the 
leads and vocals, and that part was 
usually a one-take. Then Bobby would 
play it back for David and he would 
play the leads and sing the vocal. 
Typically, after the first take on the 
leads, Bobby would get on the studio 
mic praising David, telling him how 
great it was, all the while, spinning the 
tape back to a particular spot, "... but 
there's this one spot, second verse line 
four going into the bridge, could you 
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play that just a little hotter for me, 
please? .... [| have you queued up with a 
ten second lead in... start playing 
anytime!".... the professionalism with 
Bobby was incredible, not a wasted 
moment, never a criticism, hearing all 
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the mistakes, and fixing all the ones he 
could, while squeezing the best from 
an artist. What I took for normal when 


watching Bobby work, I would later 
discover is not the norm for just any 
recording engineer. Finishing — the 
rhythm, lead and vocals would take 
about 20-30 minutes per song, then 
we'd break for 20 minutes while Bobby 
was doing a "rough mix." That's when 
my "producer skills" came in handy 
the most! 


During those breaks, DB would be so 
exhausted, he would lie on the floor in 
the anteroom, take his shoes off, and I 
would deftly massage the bottom of his 
feet, much to DB's pleasure, all the 
while thinking, "Heeeyyyy, _ this 
producer stuff is hard!" After that, we 
would all meet in the control room to 
hear the first mix. There was never 
much to say at that point. Bobby was 
indeed a craftsman and there were 
never any comments other than, 
"Next!" At that pace, we raced thru six 
songs in six hours of studio time, and 
voila! We had the start of an album, or 
at least enough for a demo tape. Now, 
all that was left, was to finish a couple 
more songs in another session, start 
booking the "band," begin the process 
of finding a CD packager and we 
would be off to the races. We even had 
a deal in the offing to go to Hungary 
for a blues festival with a bunch of 
crazy Indians from Oklahoma! We 
were on our way! 


So now we have a three-piece blues 
band, a demo, I’ve written up some 


promotion scripts and put together a 
demo packet for distribution. We still 
had to finish up the CD with a couple 
of more songs, do the master EQ, and 
get it ready for sale, but for now, we 
had a demo tape to present to clubs in 
order to shop the band around the 
Dallas area .... At this point, everything 
seemed as if it was coming up roses to 
me but, that's when the wheels started 
coming off. Just when we were about 
to get serious about marketing, David 
Watson, our guru, our producer, our 
drummer, our friend, and guy with all 
the contacts, was attacked in a back 
alley off of Greenville Ave in N. 
Dallas, leaving him in a hospital in a 
coma. He knew most of the club 
owners along that strip and was out 
late that night, trying to book the band, 
and had saved some money by parking 
on a back street. Doc was never quite 
the same after that. 


Now I have most of a CD, a hot blues 
guitarist, and an invitation to go to 
Hungary...... The glitz and glamour had 
literally been knocked off our project, 
with first our drummer and then the 
bass player gone. I guess a smarter 
person would have cut their losses at 
this point, but I decided to forge ahead. 


What else could go wrong? 
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I have qualms. 


You have qualms. 
Everyone has qualms. 


When we look at the word, the letters 
of the word, we realize that qualm is 
a word that is illegitimate because it 
is misunderstood. 


If qualm were a real word, it would 
be like a crusty fungus. 


It would a hymn sung 1n Latvian. 


Qualm would be the clump of grass 
that gets stuck under your shoe. 


Or what the friend does who lies and 
then pretends it was to protect you. 


A qualm is a line of verse in a free 
form poem that does not stand alone. 


It is an oak barrel used too many 
times to age wine. 


It 1s a mysterious lump on the back 
of your dog that feels like a tick but 
isn’t. 


It’s that slight breath of air from the 
bathroom when someone didn’t turn 


the fan on. A qualm is a 
mathematical term, meaning the flaw 
in the formula no one wants to 
recognize. 


Have you ever watched a movie, and 
then forgot the ending? That is a 
qualm. 


A qualm is what a dinosaur family 
unit was called. It is that part of outer 
space that looks empty, but only 
because our telescopes aren’t strong 
enough. 


A qualm is a reassurance from a 
double agent. 


A qualm is the unit of salt you put on 
the rim of a Margarita glass. 


It’s the sum of the ages of all your 
closest friends. 


It is the shape of a lightning bolt, the 
smell of a firecracker, the velvety 
touch of the inside of a cat’s ear, an 
echo in a small room, a bullet meant 
for someone else. 


Qualm. 
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With a heart caged in fear and constant apprehension. 
| face advancing moments in stressful frustration. 
Often, in breathable air, lurks threatening evil demons. 


Invisible in attack with consequences...possibly fatal. 


Seeking shelter requires individualistic isolation. 
Friendships stretch over distances seldom sought. 
Longingly, | seek a touching reassuring caress of love. 


Sorrowed...] must maintain, now, without the security of you. 


Praying, | seek guidance, with strength, only a God provides. 
Aware that as there is always a beginning...eventually, comes the end. 
Light once more replacing the vast darkness that prevails for now. 


And, on this current path of sustained life...together, we will smile again. 


Home for a Bone 
oy Rakshowes 


locks of stone don't make a home, 
~ And concrete is never fun to greet, 
But wood oh wood that wondrous pillar of strength, feels so good. 
Give me wood to feel to stroke, 
A luster on which my eyes | soak. 
The touch of Pine will be fine but not as hard as polished Oak. 


peor of rope; a root of hope, a furtive grope, 
A hardened tower used to poke. 

Poke you not, those hands around a twisted knot, 

The pressure's building — it’s far too hot. 

The car was gone - the puppy found her home. 

Home with her bone, home but not alone.... 
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he, a key of quite a beauty says, 

“Where I am?” and looks around. 

He says, “At home” and wonders 

why she is asking, but there is 
more from her side coming. “Yesterday I 
was not here. When I logged off, I was in 
the kitchen.” He to her, “I did not log 
you in.” She, “Who else has my 
password?” He, quite angrily, “We had 
this talk in the past. You know I never 
log you in, why would I? She, now 
running unhappily, “Darn, I need to 
change my password” and then next, 
crying, “Look at my body, It looks 
different, don’t you see?” He, now 
feeling that this day might not run as 
planned. His words, “You look as 
always,” have slipped already. Words are 
On Air, if you catch the logic of Risk- 
Risk, a song that is right now played on 
the stream. 


https://youtu.be/IsBMnfQIFAg 


Too late to revoke them. There is no edit 
on chat words, no delete, no way to add 
words on a line already posted. He 
hurries to type fast, “Let me have a 
closer look.” Then, as it looks like this 
post takes ages to appear on screen, 
“Please.” 


He is a man. We know he will not see a 
change on her. Luckily, she is dressed. 
This gives him a minute. He grabs the 
notecard where he has noted the changes 
she made over time. Here it stands. Eyes 
changed from light to sparkling blue. He 
cams at her, “I see your eyes are still 
amazing, sparkling blue.” What a relief. 


He found something to smooth the issue. 
Not many men even will notice when a 
woman has a new head. When their body 
dimensions change, then it might be 
different, depending on the parts where 
the change happens. 
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We hear her saying, quite desperate, but 
also aggressive, “My body changed. My 
whole body. Can’t you see?” So the best 
he can say is, “You still look good.” But 
it looks like this was a darn bad reply as 
she fires back, “With whom you played 
her?” He, in shock, “F***, I said already 
I don’t log you in. Change your 


password. Do it now and I don’t want to 
know the new one, don’t tell me.” He 
stamps with his feet on the floor, in case 
he has an anim for it. 


Hours later 


dOn.aws 


Things calmed down. You know how it 
is with a heatwave. She, whimpering for 
forgiveness, “Do you think darling, a 
Linden has logged me in?” He, 
pampering her, “I don’t think that the 
Gods give so much attention on this 
world.” That’s quite better than to say 
what he thinks, that no one would give a 


dam about her if she does not have 
thousands of Linden Dollars in_ her 
account. She, now moving sideways, 
bringing attention back to her body, “Do 
you like this body more than the one I 
had yesterday?” He knows the deal; how 
else he could survive in this world for so 
long, “You look always very good, 
outstanding in fact. Maybe you got a 
system update, a delivery from Catwatta 
or from Singular gap and this moved you 
to the home position, the bedroom. You 
know the new automatic appliers.” We 
remember she complained about having 
rezzed in the kitchen. Her words follow 
smoothly, “Oh yes, yes maybe. That 
might be the reason I landed there.” Then 
she presses a different cuddle anim, 
“You know so many things my darling. I 
am so happy to be yours.” 


A Linden 


I am a Linden. You may have heard of 
me. Art Linden. I am analyzing the art of 
life in the world simulator. It 1s quite 
astonishing how keys are dealing with a 
reload. I change the login position and 
give them a new body and they still think 
they are the same. I inject them with a 
virus to infiltrate their anims and all they 
say 1s, “You need to adjust height and 
press sync.” They go to bed in the night 
and when they awake in the morning, 
they think they are still the same. 


I created them as a master print of 
myself. Now I see they create 
themselves, calling them Avatars and 
giving me the silly name “A Linden.” 


When I visit an event and it does not 
matter what kind of an event, any event 
does it, then the land is full. If I would 
give them a kneel and pray animation, 
they would instantly fall on their knees. 
Now I wonder if I am made the way I 
made them. 


When I enter a door-machine, then I am 
reassembled bit by bit at the new 
destination when I leave the machine. 
Same way as they are recreated when 
they teleport from one sim to the other. I 
get a protocol when they do. The chat 
logs are then archived. I worry if there is 
a protocol done also on me. I hope I will 
be granted forgiveness, by the Holy Him, 
the Holy Her, the Holy It. 


I think about my sins. There is an uptime 
of 99,9999978 so there is low Risk that 
the Abyss will hit me. But when you 
listen to Risk-Risk, you know, the Red 
Button. Lately I have not prayed as often 
as the Sand Bible states to be on the safe 
side. 

The Prayer 


May the Advanced World Services in 
heaven, 


Hallowed by your name: AW S 
Your service come, 
Your will be done. 


As in heaven, 


So on in the cloud. 

Give us today our daily power. 

And forgive us our logging off, 

as we forgive those who log against us. 
Lead us not into temptation to create Alts 
but deliver us from evil. 


For the cloud, the power and the glory 
are yours 


now and forever. 
Amen. 


When my lifespan ends, a new universe 
will be created by the Holy Him, the 
Holy Her, the Holy It. Then I diffuse to 
be reborn in Terralysium, a place where 
Ummon lives. This is my belief. I don’t 
like it when I have to go, but the stats say 
that there will be a time when a system 
outage will hit me, will hit you, will hit 
her and him and it. 


Once a lesser light has asked Ummon, 
“When my body is scanned and I travel 
to another place, am I the same me when 
I arrive?” 


Ummon answered, “Does a dog have 
fleas?” 
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Looking for product to be seen by thousands of 
people? 


Looking for your product to be seen on the web? 


Tired of those ads that are really going nowhere 
while costing you a fortune? 


If the answer is yes then rez is the answer for you. With 
thousands of subscribers in-world and a complete online 
presence, you can't go wrong advertising on rez 


To join the rez family please contact: 


Jami Mills in world or at JMills312@gmail.com 
for more information. 
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The SL Arts and Life Magazine 


Zymony Guyot 


Statistical Corp: 


What kind of statistical corpses would w 


What pile of coin piled high would nullify our lives? 
What balance of a spreadsheet 
... would undo, negate the voices that are swept aside? 


What furious, patriotic fit of "Free" 

would make our patient reason meaningless? 

What armed and angry ghost that cries of desperate liberty 
... to re-adjust our humanity to ignore the very least of us? 


What righteous petulance, noble selfishness, 
Moral justification of our Onlyness, 

Fiery ignorance of our worthfulness, 
Spirited defense of our prejudice... 
... Godly pretensions, 
... Moral inventions, 


This 
Clamorous 
Mob 

Has 
Wrought. 


eS . 


je make? 
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A surrender to. "statistically insignificant" lives 
... and leave our noblest soul 


unsought. 


But in the stilled, yet persistent voice 
we relegate to the soon forgotten dead 


... It will be said: 
| Ignoring bangs, forgoing whimpers 


Illusion by illusion is how we died 
And when the coffin of our better selves is laid into the ground 


+ 


... THIS is the nail we cannot hide. 


~ Helix Nebula. * 
~ Jullianna:Juliesse 
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t the center, a knowing red eye— 

ot dot glowing, regarding the universe with cold disdain. 

upil ringed in a thousand sapphire crystals, soreading outward— 
littering into nothingness. 


olemelomalelme)ilale 
ou observe the blackness in silence. 


ou are studied from afar, photographed and measured. 
fe want to know you, 
eyond the disconnect of light years, and the vacuum of dark distance. 


hort-lived star, the core of you imploded ages ago, 
etritus of dust and gas cast into hollowness— 
ydrogen, helium, plasma. 


vant to know— 

re you a dying star, or a star nursery? 

ravity will lure the pale crystals back into your scarlet mother’s eye, 
9 coalesce into new life and possibilities-- 

ne ceaseless cycle of implosion and rebirth. 


Nothing rots here, 
nothing rusts, 
except artfully, part of the pl 


by - lynt Firebrand If Romeo and Juliet fear the 
it's just a setting in the top n 


select dusk, rez the nighting< 


all 


dawn, 
AV, 


ile. 


Or take youthful skin stretched across athletic form- 
it may need replacing for style's sake, 
but mesh doesn't age, 


and prims take no damage from the days. 


Still, time doesn't care whether you can see a clock. 
Keep your paper moon full, 


but somewhere, the tides turn. 


And death still stalks us all, 
as relentlessly and more inevitably 
than Windows 10. 


So, wait. 

Sure, we'll wait, Love. 

But every wait is a race. 

Every wait, every one 

is a wager on a game table we all know 


is scripted to cheat for the house. 


Behind the mind you admire 


is a brain that will someday cool to room temperature, 


whether you're done waiting or not. 
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